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I. 

Was  rennt  das  Volk,  was  wälzt  sich  dort 
Die  langen  Gassen  brausend  fort  ? 
Stürzt  Rhodus  unter  Feuers  Flammen  ? 
Es  rottet  sich  im  Sturm  zusammen, 
Und  einen  Ritter,  hoch  zu  Ross, 
Gewahr'  ich  aus  dem  Menschentross, 
Und  hinter  ihm,  welch  Abentheuer ! 
Bringt  man  geschleppt  ein  Ungeheuer, 
Ein  Drache  scheint  es  von  Gestalt, 
Mit  weitem  Krokodilesrachen, 
Und  Alles  blickt  verwundert  bald 
Den  Ritter  an  und  bald  den  Drachen. 
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A  ROMANCE. 


BY  F.  SCHILLER. 


I. 

Where  run  the  people  in  amaze, 
In  tides  that  choke  the  lengthen'd  ways  ? 
Is  Rhodes  in  flames  ?  Each  lesser  current 
Uniting  forms  a  stormy  torrent. — 
A  warrior  mounted  on  his  horse 
Is  borne  as  by  the  torrent's  force : 
Behind  him,  deed  of  high  adventure ! 
A  monster  in  the  tumult's  centre. 

It  seems  a  Dragon,  with  the  jaws 
Of  crocodile  stretch'd  wide  asunder. 

All  greet  the  Knight  with  wild  applause. 
And  on  the  Dragon  gaze  with  wonder. 
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II. 

Und  tausend  Stimmen  werden  laut : 
Das  ist  der  Lindwurm,  kommt  und  schaut, 
Der  Hirt  und  Herden  uns  verschlungen  ! 
Das  ist  der  Held,  der  ihn  bezwungen  ! 
Viel  andre  zogen  vor  ihm  aus, 
Zu  wagen  den  gewalt'gen  Strauss, 
Doch  keinen  sah  man  wiederkehren  ; 
Den  kühnen  Ritter  soll  man  ehren  ! 
Und  nach  dem  Kloster  geht  der  Zug, 
Wo  Sankt  Johann's  des  Täufers  Orden, 
Die  Ritter  des  Spitals  im  Flug 
Zu  Rathe  sind  versammelt  worden. 

III. 

Und  vor  den  edeln  Meister  tritt 
Der  J iingling  mit  bescheidnem  Schritt ; 
Nachdrängt  das  Volk,  mit  wildem  Rufen, 
Erfüllend  des  Geländers  Stufen, 
Und  jener  nimmt  das  Wort  und  spricht : 
Ich  hab'  erfüllt  die  Ritterpflicht. 
Der  Drache,  der  das  Land  verödet, 
Er  liegt  von  meiner  Hand  getödtet ; 
Frey  ist  dem  Wanderer  der  Weg, 
Der  Hirte  treibe  ins  Gefilde, 
Froh  walle  auf  dem  Felsensteg 
Der  Pilger  zu  dem  Gnadenbilde. 
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II. 

A  thousand  voices  from  the  crowd, 

"  That  is  the  Dragon,"  shout  aloud, 

4<  Which  slaughtered  herdsmen,  flocks,  and  cattle, 

Until  this  hero  won  the  battle  ! 

Many  who  dar'd  the  fight  before, 

But  dar'd^to  return  no  more  : 

To  him  give  honours,  then,  and  praises !" 

While  thus  the  crowd  upon  him  gazes, 

Toward  the  cloister  he  went  on, 
And  there  arriving  unexpected, 

The  holy  Knights  of  good  St.  John 
With  speed  in  council  were  collected. 


III. 

Before  the  Master's  seat  he  came 
With  modest  step,  almost  of  shame  : 
The  people  rush  in  eager  clusters, 
And  crowd  the  galleries  and  balusters. 
Thus  did  the  youth  the  Council  greet  :  — 
"  My  knightly  duty  is  complete  : 
The  Dragon  that  our  island  wasted, 
Of  death  by  this  my  hand  has  tasted  : 

The  shepherd  now  may  feed  his  flock, 
The  wanderer  safe  his  way  unravel, 

And  the  lone  pilgrim,  o'er  the  rock 
To  mercy's  shrine  securely  travel." — 
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IV. 

Doch  strenge  blickt  der  Fürst  ihn  an 
Und  spricht :    Du  hast  als  Held  gethan  ; 
Der  Muth  ist's,  der  den  Ritter  ehret, 
Du  hast  den  kühnen  Geist  bewähret, 
Doch  sprich  !    Was  ist  die  erste  Pflicht 
Des  Ritters,  der  für  Christum  ficht, 
Sich  schmücket  mit  des  Kreuzes  Zeichen 
Und  alle  rings  herum  erbleichen. 
Doch  er,  mit  edelm  Anstand,  spricht, 
Indem  er  sich  erröthend  neiget : 
Gehorsam  ist  die  erste  Pflicht, 
Die  ihn  des  Schmuckes  würdig  zeiget. 

V. 

Und  diese  Pflicht,  mien  Sohn,  versetzt 
Der  Meister,  hast  du  frech  verletzt. 
Den  Kampf,  den  das  Gesetz  versaget, 
Hast  du  mit  frevlem  Muth  gewaget  !— 
Herr,  richte,  wenn  du  Alles  weisst, 
Spricht  jener  mit  gesetztem  Geist, 
Denn  des  Gesetzes  Sinn  und  Willen 
Vermeint'  ich  treulich  zu  erfüllen. 
Nicht  unbedachtsam  zog  ich  hin, 
Das  Ungeheuer  zu  bekriegen  ; 
Durch  List  und  kluggewandten  Sinn 
Versucht  ich's,  in  dem  Kampf  zu  siegen. 
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IV. 

A  look  severe  the  Master  gave, 

And  said  : — "  Thou  art  a  hero  brave  : 

The  grace  of  knighthood  is  endurance, 

And  thine  is  prov'd  by  this  assurance  ! 

But  the  first  duty  of  a  Knight 

Now  tell,  who  vows  for  Christ  to  fight, 

And  on  whose  shield  the  red-cross  glistens  ?" 

Each  forward  bends,  and  pallid  listens 

What  answer  might  the  youth  return. 
He  bow'd,  and  blush'd  with  manly  beauty  : — 

"  He,  worthy  of  the  Cross,  should  learn 
Obedience  as  his  earliest  duty." — 

V. 

The  Master  said : — "  My  son,  I  wot 
This  duty  was  by  thee  forgot, 
Since  to  that  fight,  by  law  forbidden, 
With  impious  courage  thou  hast  ridden." — 
"  Oh,  Father  !  when  the  whole  thou'rt  told," 
The  Knight  replied,  though  calm  yet  bold, 
"  Thou'lt  find,  if  thou  but  justly  weigh  it, 
I  but  intended  to  obey  it. 

I  did  not  dare  the  conflict  high 
With  rashness,  to  the  law  a  stranger  ; 

But  with  design,  deliberately, 
1  sought  the  Dragon,  dar'd  the  danger. 
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VI. 

Fünf  unsers  Ordens  waren  schon, 
Die  Zierden  der  Religion, 
Des  kühnen  Muthes  Opfer  worden  ; 
Da  wehrtest  du  den  Kampf  dem  Orden. 
Doch  an  dem  Herzen  nagte  mir 
Der  Unmuth  und  die  Streitbegier, 
Ja,  selbst  im  Traum  der  stillen  Nächte 
Fand  ich  mich  keuchend  im  Gefechte, 
Und  wenn  der  Morgen  dämmernd  kam 
Und  Kunde  gab  von  neuen  Plagen, 
Da  fasste  mich  ein  wilder  Gram, 
Und  ich  beschloss,  es  frisch  zu  wagen. 

VII. 

Und  zu  mir  selber  sprach  ich  dann  : 
Was  schmückt  den  Jüngling,  ehrt  den  Mann  ? 
Was  leisteten  die  tapfern  Helden 
Von  denen  uns  die  Lieder  melden  ? 
Die  zu  der  Götter  Glanz  und  Ruhm 
Erhub  das  blinde  Heidenthum  ? 
Sie  reinigten  von  Ungeheuern 
Die  Welt  in  kühnen  Abentheuern, 
Begegneten  im  Kampf  dem  Leun 
Und  rangen  mit  den  Minotauren, 
Die  armen  Opfer  zu  befrein, 
Und  liessen  sich  das  Blut  nicht  dauren. 
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VI. 

"  Five  of  our  valiant  Knights  had  died, 
Religion's  sacrifice  and  pride, 
Fighting  the  Dragon  on  our  border, 
Before  that  law  restrain'd  our  Order. 
My  heart  was  gnaw'd  by  fell  despite  ; 
I  yearn'd  by  day,  I  dreamt  by  night : 
My  dreams  my  earnest  wishes  granting, 
Me  seem'd  as  in  the  struggle  panting. 

My  torment  grew  as  grew  the  morn, 
The  beams  of  daylight  but  renew  it, 

'Till  I  resolv'd,  in  peril's  scorn, 
To  seek  the  monster — to  subdue  it. 

VII. 

"  And  to  myself  I  said,  in  sooth, 
What  honours  manhood,  graces  youth  ? 
What  gave  the  noblest  heroes  glory, 
Whose  deeds  still  live  in  song  and  story  ? 
What  raised  to  mighty  gods,  and  high, 
The  worthies  of  blind  Pagany  ? 
From  monsters  slain  their  glory  rises — 
They  freed  the  world  in  dread  emprizes  ! 

All  undismay'd  in  fight  they  stood, 
Of  Minotaurs  made  vengeful  slaughters  ; 

Nor  shrunk  to  shed  their  noblest  blood, 
To  save  earth's  fairest  sons  and  daughters. 
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VIII. 

Ist  nur  der  Saracen  es  werth, 
Dass  ihn  bekämpft  des  Christen  Schwert  ? 
Bekriegt  er  nur  die  falschen  Götter  ? 
Gesandt  ist  er  der  Welt  zum  Retter, 
Von  jeder  Noth  und  jedem  Harm 
Befreien  muss  sein  starker  Arm, 
Doch  seinen  Muth  muss  Weisheit  leiten 
Und  List  muss  mit  der  Stärke  streiten. 
So  sprach  ich  oft  und  zog  allein, 
Des  Raubthiers  Fährte  zu  erkunden, 
Da  flösste  mir  der  Geist  es  ein  ; 
Froh  rief  ich  aus,  ich  hab's  gefunden. 

IX. 

Und  trat  zu  dir  und  sprach  das  Wort : 
"  Mich  zieht  es  nach  der  Heimat  fort." 
Du,  Herr,  willfahrtest  meinen  Bitten 
Und  glücklich  war  das  Meer  durchschnitten. 
Kaum  stieg'  ich  aus  am  heimschen  Strand, 
Gleich  liess  ich  durch  des  Künstlers  Hand 
Getreu  den  wohlbemerkten  Zügen 
Ein  Drachenbild  zusammenfügen. 
Auf  kurzen  Füssen  wird  die  Last 
Des  langen  Leibes  aufgethürmet ; 
Ein  schuppigt  Panzerhemd  umfasst 
Den  Rücken,  den  es  furchtbar  schirmet. 
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VIII. 

"  Should  Saracens  be  deem'd  alone 
Well  worth  the  sword  that  Christians  own  ? 
'Gainst  false  gods  only  have  we  striven  ? 
To  Christians  rule  and  might  are  given, 
That  they  by  valiant  arm,  and  strong, 
May  aid  all  need,  redress  all  wrong  : 
By  wisdom  should  their  strength  be  guided, 
And  force  by  art  be  still  derided. 

Thus  oft  I  said,  and  went  alone 
To  mark  the  monster — to  bereave  it 

Of  life  :  the  way  at  length  seem'd  shown  ; 
'  Thus  (I  exclaim'd)  may  I  achieve  it !' 

IX. 

"  I  came,  and  thus  I  said  to  thee  : — 

'  My  native  land  I  fain  would  see.' — 

By  thee  my  earnest  prayers  were  granted  : 

I  pass'd  the  ocean,  and  I  planted 

My  foot  upon  my  native  soil : 

Then  bade  I  a  rare  artist's  toil 

Construct  the  well-mark'd  form  and  features 

Of  one  of  these  most  fearful  creatures. 

The  legs  were  short,  the  weight  that  bore 
Of  its  huge  body  ;  close  connected, 

Were  shining  scales  behind,  before, 
Which  all  its  Lengthened  back  protected. 
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X. 

Lang  strecket  sich  der  Hals  hervor, 
Und  grässlich,  wie  ein  Höllenthor  ; 
Als  schnappt'  es  gierig  nach  der  Beute, 
Eröffnet  sich  des  Rachens  Weite. 
Und  aus  dem  schwarzen  Schlünde  dräun 
Der  Zähne  stachelichte  Reih'n  ; 
Die  Zunge  gleicht  des  Schwertes  Spitze, 
Die  kleinen  Augen  sprühen  Blitze. 
In  eine  Schlange  endigt  sich 
Des  Rückens  ungeheure  Länge, 
Rollt  um  sich  selber  fürchterlich, 
Dass  es  um  Mann  und  Ross  sich  schlänge. 

XI. 

Und  alles  bild'  ich  nach  genau, 
Und  kleid'  es  in  ein  scheusslich  Grau ; 
Halb  Wurm  erschien's,  halb  Molch  und  Dracli 
Gezeuget  in  der  gift'gen  Lache. 
Und  als  das  Bild  vollendet  war, 
Erwähl'  ich  mir  ein  Doggenpaar, 
Gewaltig,  schnell,  von  flinken  Läufen, 
Gewohnt  den  wilden  Ur  zu  greifen  : 
Die  hetz'  ich  auf  den  Lindwurm  an, 
Erhitze  sie  zu  wildem  Grimme, 
Zu  fassen  ihn  mit  scharfem  Zahn, 
Und  lenke  sie  mit  meiner  Stimme. 
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"  Its  throat  was  stretch'd  out  long  and  fell, 

And  horrid  as  the  gate  of  Hell; 

And  when  it  seized  on  prey  and  plunder, 

Its  greedy  jaws  gaped  wide  asunder. 

In  a  deep  gulf  of  gloom  and  blood, 

In  rows  its  teeth  all  jagged  stood  ; 

A  sword-like  tongue;  and  through  the  lashe 

Of  its  small  eye-lids  darted  flashes. 

Its  monstrous  back  was  wide  and  long, 
And  in  a  serpent's  tail  it  ended, 

To  wind  in  pliant  circles  strong 
Round  steed  and  warrior  undefended. 

XI. 

"  When  the  feign'd  monster  was  complete, 
In  horror  clad  from  head  to  feet, 
Half  serpent  and  half  dragon  render'd, 
As  in  some  poisonous  marsh  engender'd, 
Two  mastiffs  took  I,  fierce  of  breed, 
Huge,  strong,  and  with  the  swiftest  speed 
Accustom'd  to  pursue  the  traces 
Of  Uri  wild  through  desert  places. 

With  voice  and  action  urged  I  these 
To  fury,  that  they  might  expend  it 

Upon  the  image  first,  then  seize 
Upon  the  living  foe  and  rend  it. 
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XII. 

Und  wo  des  Bauches  weiches  Vliess 
Den  scharfen  Bissen  Blosse  Hess, 
Da  reiz'  ich  sie,  den  Wurm  zu  packen, 
Die  spitzen  Zähne  einzuhacken. 
Ich  selbst,  bewaffnet  mit  Geschoss, 
Besteige  mein  arabisch  Ross  : 
Von  adeliger  Zucht  entstammet, 
Und  als  ich  seinen  Zorn  entflammet, 
Rasch  auf  den  Drachen  spreng  ich's  los, 
Und  stachl'  es  mit  den  scharfen  Sporen, 
Und  werfe  zielend  mein  Geschoss, 
Als  wollt'  ich  die  Gestalt  durchbohren. 

XIII. 

Ob  auch  das  Ross  sich  grauend  bäumt, 
Und  knirscht  und  in  den  Zügel  schäumt, 
Und  meine  Doggen  ängstlich  stöhnen, 
Nicht  rast'  ich,  bis  sie  sich  gewöhnen, 
So  üb'  ich's  aus  mit  Emsigkeit, 
Bis  dreymal  sich  der  Mond  erneut, 
Und  als  sie  jedes  recht  begriffen, 
Führ'  ich  sie  her  auf  schnellen  Schiffen. 
Der  dritte  Morgen  ist  es  nun, 
Dass  mir's  gelungen  hier  zu  landen ; 
Den  Gliedern  gönnt'  ich  kaum  zu  ruhn, 
Bis  ich  das  grosse  Werk  bestanden. 


THE  FIGHT  WITH  THE  DRAGON. 


XII. 

"  And  where  the  paunch  was  bare  and  white, 

And  least  defended  from  their  bite, 

I  bade  my  dogs  direct  their  fury, 

Their  teeth,  as  in  the  flesh,  to  bury ; 

While  arm'd,  as  for  the  fight  indeed 

I  mounted  my  Arabian  steed. 

Its  veins  the  noblest  blood  inherit ; 

And  rousing  all  its  fiery  spirit, 

Into  its  side  my  spurs  I  press'd  ; 
Rush'd  at  the  image  to  subdue  it ; 

Against  it  set  my  spear  in  rest, 
As  if  intending  to  pierce  through  it. 

XIII. 

u  At  first  my  snorting  charger  rear'd, 
And  started  when  the  foe  he  near'd ; 
My  savage  dogs,  too,  shrunk  in  terror : 
But  soon  I  train'd  them  from  their  error. 
This  course  I  constantly  pursued, 
'Till  three  times  was  the  moon  renew'd. 
When  fit  for  my  emprize  I  made  them, 
On  ship-board  I  with  speed  convey d  them. 

Tis  the  third  morn  since  I  arrived, 
And  for  my  high  adventure  landed  : 

My  strength  by  rest  I  scarce  revived, 
But  sought  the  mighty  task  commanded. 
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XIV. 

Denn  heiss  erregte  mir  das  Herz 
Des  Landes  frisch  erneuter  Schmerz : 
Zerrissen  fand  man  jüngst  die  Hirten, 
Die  nach  dem  Sumpfe  sich  verirrten, 
Und  ich  beschliesse  rasch  die  That, 
Nur  von  dem  Herzen  nehm  ich  Rath. 
Flugs  Unterricht'  ich  meine  Knappen, 
Besteige  den  versuchten  Rappen, 
Und  von  dem  edeln  Doggenpaar 
Begleitet,  auf  geheimen  Wegen, 
Wo  meiner  That  kein  Zeuge  war, 
Reit'  ich  dem  Feinde  frisch  entgegen. 

XV. 

Das  Kirchlein  kennst  du,  Herr,  das  hoch 
Auf  eines  Felsenberges  Joch, 
Der  weit  die  Insel  überschauet, 
Des  Meisters  kühner  Geist  erbauet. 
Berächtlich  scheint  es  arm  und  klein, 
Doch  ein  Mirakel  schliesst  es  ein  ; 
Die  Mutter  mit  dem  Jesusknaben, 
Den  die  drei  Könige  begaben. 
Auf  dreimal  dreissig  Stufen  steigt 
Der  Pilgrim  nach  der  steilen  Höhe ; 
Doch  hat  er  schwindelnd  sie  erreicht, 
Erquickt  ihn  seines  Heilands  Nähe. 
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"  The  recent  sufferings  of  the  land 
Inflam'd  my  heart  and  nerv'd  my  hand. 
The  herds  and  herdsmen  had  been  slaughter' 
As  near  the  marsh  they  stray 'd  and  watered. 
I  socn  resolved  upon  my  part, 
And,  taking  council  of  my  heart, 
Upon  my  charger  I  conducted 
My  pages  for  the  deed  instructed, 

And  my  fierce  dogs,  so  often  tried, 
For  such  unwonted  conflict  peerless, 

Through  paths  where  we  were  unespied, 
To  seek  the  hideous  monster  fearless. 

XV. 

"  Thou  know'st  the  Chapel,  Sire,  I  ween, 

That  on  the  lofty  rock  is  seen, 

And  overlooks  the  island's  border, 

Built  by  the  Master  of  our  Order. 

It  seems  a  humble  pile  of  stones, 

But  still  a  miracle  it  owns — 

The  infant  Saviour  and  his  Mother, 

With  three  kings  kneeling  near  each  other. 

On  three  times  thirty  steps  'tis  rear'd  ; 

The  dizzy  pilgrim,  on  arrival, 
Discovers,  as  his  Lord  he  near'd, 

His  weary  senses  feel  revival. 

D 
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XVI. 

Tief  in  den  Fels,  auf  dem  es  hängt, 
Ist  eine  Grotte  eingesprengt, 
Vom  Thau  des  nahen  Moors  befeuchtet, 
Wohin  des  Himmels  Strahl  nicht  leuchtet. 
Hier  hausete  der  Wurm  und  lag, 
Den  Raub  erspähend,  Nacht  und  Tag. 
So  hielt  er,  wie  der  Höllendrache 
Am  Fuss  des  Gotteshauses  Wache, 
Und  kam  der  Pilgrim  hergewallt, 
Und  lenkte  in  die  Unglücksstrasse, 
Hervorbrach  aus  dem  Hinterhalt 
Der  Feind  und  trug  ihn  fort  zum  Frasse. 

XVII. 

Den  Felsen  stieg  ich  jezt  hinan, 
Eh'  ich  den  schweren  Strauss  begann ; 
Hin  kniet'  ich  vor  dem  Christuskinde, 
Und  reinigte  mein  Herz  von  Sünde. 
Drauf  gürt'  ich  mir  im  Heiligthum 
Den  blanken  Schmuck  der  Waffen  um, 
Bewehre  mit  dem  Spiess  die  Rechte, 
Und  nieder  steig'  ich  zum  Gefechte. 
Zurücke  bleibt  der  Knappen  Tross; 
Ich  gebe  scheidend  die  Befehle, 
Und  schwinge  mich  behend  auf's  Ross 
Und  Gott  empfehl'  ich  meine  Seele. 
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"  Beneath  a  huge  overhanging  block, 

Is  a  deep  cavern  in  the  rock, 

Dank  with  the  stagnant  marsh's  vapour, 

And  lit  by  neither  beam  nor  taper  : 

There  dwelt  the  dragon,  night  and  day, 

Incessant  looking  out  for  prey; 

And,  like  Hell's  serpent  proud  rebelling, 

He  watch'd  at  foot  of  Jesus'  dwelling: 

And  should  some  Pilgrim  out  of  breath. 
But  turn  into  this  path  forbidden, 

The  monster  dragg'd  him  to  his  death, 
By  rushing  from  his  covert  hidden. 

XVII. 

"  I  mounted  to  this  Chapel  high, 

And,  ere  I  sought  my  enemy, 

Kneeling  before  the  infant  Saviour, 

By  shrift  besought  Heaven's  grace  and  favour 

Then,  in  the  Sanctuary's  light, 

I  don'd  my  armour  glittering  bright, 

And  swift  descended  to  the  battle, 

With  spear  in  hand,  'mid  trappings'  rattle. 

My  pages'  aid  I  did  not  need, 
But  with  my  dogs  alone  descended ; 

And,  ere  I  sprang  upon  my  steed, 
My  soul  to  highest  God  commended  ! 


DER  KAMPF  MIT  DEM  DRACHEN". 


XVIII. 

Kaum  seh'  ich  mich  im  ebnen  Plan, 
Flugs  schlagen  meine  Doggen  an, 
Und  bang  beginnt  das  Ross  zu  keuchen. 
Und  bäumet  sich  und  will  nicht  weichen ; 
Denn  nahe  liegt,  zum  Knäul  geballt, 
Des  Feindes  scheussliche  Gestalt, 
Und  sonnet  sich  auf  warmen  Grunde. 
Auf  jagen  ihn  die  flinken  Hunde, 
Doch  wenden  sie  sich  pfeilgeschwind, 
Alls  es  den  Rachen  gähnend  theilet, 
Und  von  sich  haucht  den  gift'gen  Wind^ 
Und  winselnd  wie  der  Schakal  heulet. 

XIX. 

Doch  schnell  erfrisch'  ich  ihren  Muih, 
Sie  fassen  ihren  Feind  mit  Wuth, 
Indem  ich  nach  des  Thieres  Lende 
Aus  starker  Faust  den  Speer  versende, 
Doch  machtlos,  wie  ein  dünner  Stab, 
Prallt  er  vom  Schuppenpanzer  ab, 
Und  eh'  ich  meinen  Wurf  erneuet, 
Da  bäumet  sich  mein  Ross  und  scheuet 
An  seinem  Basiliskenblick 
Und  seines  Athems  gift'gem  Wehen, 
Und  mit  Entsetzen  springt's  zurück. 
Und  jetzo  war's  um  mich  geschehen — - 


THE  FIGHT  WITH  THE  DRAGON. 


XVIII. 

"  I  soon  was  on  an  open  plain  ; 

And  while  my  mastiffs  scour'd  amain, 

My  panting  horse  sprang  back — 'twere  idle 

To  urge  him  then  with  spur  or  bridle. 

Not  far  I  saw  my  foe  uproll'd 

In  many  a  horrid  glittering  fold, 

Where  in  the  sunshine  he  had  wound  him. 

My  dogs  uprous'd  him,  and  went  round  him ; 

But  with  the  arrow's  speed  they  flew, 
To  see  his  yawning  jaws  disparted, 

While  poisonous  breath  around  he  threw, 
When  howling  from  his  rest  he  started. 

XIX. 

"  I  soon  revived  their  wonted  rage, 
The  foe  in  conflict  to  engage ; 
W  hile  'gainst  the  flank,  too  well  protected. 
My  spear  I  with  firm  hand  directed. 
But  nought  the  useless  stroke  avails, 
Swift  glancing  from  the  shining  scales  ; 
And,  ere  my  blow  could  be  repeated, 
My  swerving  steed  my  aim  defeated. 

He  caught  the  Dragon's  deadly  glance: 
Vnd  by  its  poisonous  breath  was  driven; 

He  rear'd — nor  would  one  step  advance. — 
Now  fear'd  I,  I  had  vainly  striven  ! 


DER  KAMPF  MIT  DEM  DRACHEN, 


XX. 

Da  schwing'  ich  mich  behend  vom  Ross, 
Schnell  ist  des  Schwertes  Schneide  bloss, 
Doch  alle  Streiche  sind  verloren, 
Den  Felsenharnisch  zu  durchbohren, 
Und  wüthend  mit  des  Schweifes  Kraft 
Hat  es  zur  Erde  mich  gerafft : 
Schon  seh  ich  seinen  Rachen  gähnen, 
Es  haut  nach  mir  mit  grimmen  Zähnen, 
Als  meine  Hunde,  wuthentbrannt, 
An  seinen  Bauch  mit  grimmigen  Bissen 
Sich  warfen,  dass  es  heulend  stand, 
Von  ungeheurem  Schmerz  zerrissen. 

XXI. 

Und  eh'  es  ihren  Bissen  sich 
Entwindet,  rasch  erheb'  ich  mich, 
Erspähe  mir  des  Feindes  Blosse, 
Und  stosse  tief  ihm  ins  Gekröse, 
Nachbohrend  bis  ans  Heft  den  Stahl. 
Schwarzquellend  springt  des  Blutes  Strahl. 
Hin  sinkt  es  und  begräbt  im  Falle 
Mich  mit  des  Leibes  Riesenballe. 
Dass  schnell  die  Sinne  mir  vergehn, 
Und  als  ich  neugestärkt  erwache, 
Seh'  ich  die  Knappen  um  mich  stehn, 
Und  todt  im  Blute  liegt  der  Drache." 
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XX. 

"  Then  swiftly  leapt  I  from  my  horse, 
And  with  my  sword,  with  all  my  force, 
By  blows  redoubled  made  endeavour 
Its  rocky  harness  to  dissever : 
But  with  its  huge  tail,  swinging  round, 
It  struck  me  powerless  to  the  ground ; 
Then,  with  its  horrid  jaws  extended, 
It  rush'd  at  me  all  undefended  : 

But  ere  its  fearful  teeth  could  bite, 
My  mastiffs  fix  on  it,  and  bury 

Their  fangs  within  its  stomach  white, 
And  the  foe  yell'd  with  pain  and  fury  ; 

XXI. 

"  And  ere  my  dogs  their  hold  let  go, 

I  started  from  the  earth  below, 

And  where  the  paunch  was  white  and  naked, 

My  weapon's  thirst  I  eager  slaked  : 

Up  to  the  hilt  I  plung' d  my  sword, 

And  life-blood  in  black  torrents  pour'd. 

Down  fell  the  monster ;  and,  in  falling, 

O'erwhelm'd  me  with  its  weight  appalling. 

All  sense  was  in  a  moment  fled ; 
I  found  me,  soon  as  I  recover'd, 

Close  by  the  bleeding  Dragon  dead, 
While  o'er  me  my  attendants  hovered." — 


DER  KAMPF  MIT  DEM  DRACHEN. 


XXII. 

Des  Beifalls  lang  gehemmte  Lust 
Befreyt  jezt  aller  Hörer  Brust, 
So  wie  der  Ritter  diess  gesprochen, 
Und  zehnfach  am  Gewölb'  gebrochen 
Wälzt  der  vermischten  Stimmen  Schall 
Sich  brausend  fort  im  Wiederhall. 
Laut  fodern  selbst  des  Ordens  Söhne, 
Dass  man  die  Heldenstirne  kröne, 
Und  dankbar  im  Triumphgepräng 
Will  ihn  das  Volk  dem  Volke  zeigen  ; 
Da  faltet  seine  Stirne  streng 
Der  Meister  und  gebietet  Schweigen. 

XXIII. 

Und  spricht :  Den  Drachen,  der  diess  Land 
Berheert,  schlugst  du  mit  tapfrer  Hand ; 
Ein  Gott  bist  du  dem  Volke  worden, 
Ein  Feind  kommst  du  zurück  dem  Orden, 
Und  einen  schlimmem  Wurm  gebar 
Dein  Herz,  als  dieser  Drache  war. 
Die  Schlange,  die  das  Herz  vergiftet, 
Die  Zwietracht  und  Verderben  stiftet, 
Das  ist  der  widerspenst'ge  Geist, 
Der  gegen  Zucht  sich  frech  empöret, 
Der  Ordnung  heilig  Band  zerreisst, 
Denn  er  ist's,  der  die  Welt  zerstöret. 


THE  FIGHT  WITH  THE  DRAGON. 


XXII. 

Th'  applause  that  long  had  been  subdued, 
Now  burst  from  all  the  multitude, 
Soon  as  the  Warrior's  tale  was  ended. 
In  broken  echoes  it  ascended  ; 
And,  as  the  mingled  voices  roll'd, 
'Twas  multiplied  a  thousand  fold: 
The  hero's  crown,  by  claim  undoubted, 
Was  his  !  his  Order's  brethren  shouted. 

The  crowd  had  him  in  triumph  shown, 
Grateful  for  victory  prized  so  dearly, 

But  that  the  Master,  he  alone, 
Bespake  the  youth,  and  frown'd  severely. 

XXIII. 

"  The  Dragon  that  laid  waste  the  land 
Is  slain  by  thy  victorious  hand  : 
To  be  the  people's  god  thou  burnest ; 
But  thus  thine  Order's  foe  returnest. 
Thy  heart  has  bred  a  foe  more  fell 
Than  this  which  thou  hast  dared  to  quell — 
A  pois'nous  serpent,  whose  seduction 
Leads  to  dissention  and  destruction : — 

A  spirit  insolent,  that  joys 
To  fill  the  gaping  crowd  with  wonder, 

But  which  the  world  itself  destroys, 
And  rends  the  bonds  of  peace  asunder!" 


DER  KAMPF  MIT  DEM  DRACHEN. 


XXIV. 

Muth  zeiget  auch  der  Mameluk, 
Gehorsam  ist  des  Christen  Schmuk  ; 
Denn,  wo  der  Herr  in  seiner  Grösse 
Gewandelt  hat  in  Knechtes-Blösse, 
Da  stifteten,  auf  heil'gem  Grund, 
Die  Väter  dieses  Ordens  Bund, 
Der  Pflichten  schwerste  zu  erfüllen, 
Zu  bändigen  den  eignen  Willen  ! 
Dich  hat  der  eitle  Ruhm  bewegt ; 
Drum  wende  dich  aus  meinen  Blicken  ! 
Denn  wer  des  Herren  Joch  nicht  trägt, 
Darf  sich  mit  seinem  Kreuz  nicht  schmüken. 

XXV. 

Da  bricht  die  Menge  tobend  aus, 
Gewalt'ger  Sturm  bewegt  das  Haus, 
Um  Gnade  flehen  alle  Brüder, 
Doch  schweigend  blickt  der  Jüngling  nieder; 
Still  legt  er  von  sich  das  Gewand 
Und  küsst  des  Meisters  strenge  Hand 
Und  geht.    Der  folgt  ihm  mit  dem  Blicke, 
Dann  ruft  er  liebend  ihn  zurücke 
Und  spricht :  Unarme  mich  mein  Sohn  ! 
Dir  ist  der  härt're  Kampf  gelungen. 
Nimm  dieses  Kreuz ;  es  ist  der  Lohn 
Der  Demuth,  die  sich  selbst  bezwungen. 


THE  FIGHT  WITH  THE  DRAGON. 
XXIV. 

"  The  Saracen  boasts  courage  tried, 

Obedience  is  the  Christian's  pride  ; 

And  where  our  Saviour,  great  and  holy, 

Roam'd  like  a  pilgrim,  poor  and  lowly, 

The  Father  of  our  Order  taught 

The  followers,  who  his  conquests  wrought, 

The  duty  first  to  be  completed, 

Was,  that  self-will  should  be  defeated. 

Vain-glory  thou  hast  sought  to  share  : 
Away,  then,  from  my  sight ! — I  warn  them, 

Who  the  Lord's  yoke  refuse  to  bear, 
With  the  Lord's  cross  shall  ne'er  adorn  them 

XXV. 

The  people's  tumult,  uncontroll'd, 

Like  storm  through  all  the  structure  roll'd. 

For  mercy  pray'd  the  holy  brethren  : 

The  youth  look'd  down,  and  silent  gathering 

His  robe,  laid  it  aside;  then  bent 

To  kiss  the  Master's  hand — and  went. 

The  Master,  who  had  thus  subdued  him, 

Recall'd  him,  as  his  eye  pursued  him  ; 

And  cried  :  — "  Embrace  me,  worthy  son  : 
Thou  now  hast  gain'd  a  fight  more  glorious  ! 

The  cross  by  humbleness  is  won  : — 
'Tis  thine,  since  o'er  thyself  victorious  !" 
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VON  F.  SCHILLER. 


I. 

Ein  frommer  Knecht  war  Fridolin, 
Und,  in  der  Furcht  des  Herrn, 
Ergeben  der  Gebieterin, 
Der  Gräfin  von  Savern. 
Sie  war  so  sanft,  sie  war  so  gut, 
Doch  auch  der  Launen  Uebermuth 
Hätt'  er  geeifert  zu  erfüllen, 
Wit  Freudigkeit,  um  Gottes  willen. 
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A  BALLAD. 


BY  F.  SCHILLER. 


I. 

A  pious  youth  was  Fridolin, 

And  strove,  through  God,  to  learn 
The  way  his  Mistress'  love  to  win, 

The  Lady  of  Savern. 
She  was  so  gentle,  and  so  good, 
Had  she  e'er  shewn  a  wayward  mood, 
To  please  her  he  no  less  had  striven 
With  joy,  and  for  the  sake  of  Heaven. 


FRIDOLIN. 


IL 

Früh  von  des  Tages  erstem  Schein 
Bis  spät  die  Vesper  schlug, 
Lebt  er  nur  ihrem  Dienst  allein, 
That  nimmer  sich  genug. 
Und  sprach  die  Dame,  "  mach  dir's  leicht ! " 
Da  wurd'  ihm  gleich  das  Auge  feucht, 
Und  meinte,  seiner  Pflicht  zu  fehlen, 
Dürft'  er  sich  nicht  im  Dienste  quälen. 

III. 

Drum  vor  dem  ganzen  Dienertross 
Die  Gräfin  ihn  erhob, 
Aus  ihrem  schönen  Munde  floss 
Sein  unerschopftes  Lob. 
Sie  hielt  ihn  nicht  als  ihren  Knecht, 
Es  gab  sein  Herz  ihm  Kindesrecht, 
Ihr  klares  Auge  mit  Vergnügen 
Hing  an  den  Wohlgestalten  Zügen. 
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IL 

From  the  first  gleam  of  morn  until 

With  vespers  day  withdrew, 
He  only  liv'd  to  do  her  will, 

Enough  he  could  not  do. 
"  Be  not  so  anxious,"  should  she  cry, 
The  tear  would  start  into  his  eye  : 
He  thought  him  wanting  in  his  duty 
Did  he  not  toil  to  tend  her  beauty. 

HI. 

Therefore  above  the  household  all 

Him  did  his  lady  raise, 
And  from  her  lovely  lips  would  fall 

His  unexhausted  praise. 
As  her  own  child,  and  not  as  Page, 
Did  he  his  lady's  heart  engage, 
While  her  bright  eyes  with  purest  pleasure 
Upon  his  features  dwelt  at  leisure. 
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IV. 

Darob  entbrennt  in  Roberts  Brust, 
Des  Jägers,  gift'ger  Groll, 
Dem  längst  von  böser  Schadenlust 
Die  schwarze  Seele  schwoll. 
Und  trat  zum  Grafen,  rasch  zur  That, 
Und  offen  des  Verführers  Rath, 
Als  einst  vom  Jagen  heim  sie  kamen, 
Streut'  ihm  ins  Herz  des  Argwohns  Samen  : 

V. 

"  Wie  seid  ihr  glücklich,  edler  Graf,'' 
Hub  er  voll  Arglist  an, 
"  Euch  raubet  nicht  den  goldnen  Schlaf 
Des  Zweifels  gift'ger  Zahn  : 
Denn  ihr  besitzt  ein  edles  Weib, 
Es  gürtet  Scham  den  keuschen  Leib, 
Die  fromme  Treue  zu  berücken 
Wird  nimmer  dem  Versucher  glücken." 
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IV. 

But  in  the  huntsman  Robert's  breast 

The  poison  rankled  fell 
Of  deadly  hate  of  what  was  best, 

And  made  his  black  soul  swell. 
He  rashly  play 'd  the  traitor's  part, 
And  strew'd  upon  his  Master's  heart 
Suspicion's  seeds,  with  envy  burning, 
As  from  the  chase  they  were  returning. 

V. 

Thus  wily  spake  he  : — "  In  good  sooth, 
My  Lord,  I  hold  thee  blest : 

Thou  never  feel'st  doubt's  poison'd  tooth 
Disturb  thy  golden  rest : 

Thou  hast  a  Lady  chaste  as  high, 

Whose  life  is  girt  by  purity; 

Seducers'  ell  oris  ne'er  were  vainer 

Than  if  they  idly  strove  to  gain  her." 
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VI. 

Da  rollt  der  Graf  die  finstern  Braun  : 
"  Was  redst  du  mir  Gesell  ? 
Werd'  ich  auf  Weibestugend  baun, 
Beweglich  wie  die  Well  ? 
Leicht  locket  sie  des  Schmeichlers  Mund, 
Mein  Glaube  steht  auf  festerm  Grund, 
Vom  Weib  des  Grafen  von  Saverne 
Bleibt,  hoff'  ich,  der  Versucher  ferne." 

VII. 

Der  andre  spricht :  "So  denkt  ihr  recht. 
Nur  euren  Spott  verdient 
Der  Thor,  der,  ein  geborner  Knecht, 
Ein  solches  sich  erkühnt, 
Und  zu  der  Frau,  die  ihm  gebeut, 
Erhebt  der  Wünsche  Lüsternheit " —  - 
"  Was  VI  fällt  ihm  jener  ein  und  bebet, 
"  Redst  du  von  einem,  der  da  lebet?" 


FRIDOLIN. 


VI. 

His  Master  roü'd  his  darkling  eyes  : — 

"  Thy  speech,  my  friend,  is  strange  ! 
Who  upon  woman's  vows  relies 

When  like  the  waves  they  change  ? 
Still  flattery  has  a  winning  sound ! 
My  faith  is  huilt  on  firmer  ground : 
My  wife,  I  trust,  needs  no  resistance, 
From  all  such  dangers  kept  at  distance  !" 

VII. 

Robert  return'd  : — "  It  merits  scorn  ; 

Thou'rt  right  I  must  aver: 
Yet  still  a  menial,  lowly  born, 

Dares  even  think  of  her. 
Ay,  to  thy  wife,  whom  he  obeys, 
His  base  desires  presumes  to  raise." 
"  What!"  cried  Savern,with  passion  trembling 
"  And  lives  he  there? — Nay,  no  dissembling!' 
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VIII. 

"Ja  doch,  was  aller  Mund  erfüllt, 
Das  barg'  sich  meinem  Herrn  ? 
Doch,  weil  ihr's  denn  mit  Fleiss  verhüllt, 
So  unterdrück'  ich's  gern." — 
"  Du  bist  des  Todes,  Bube,  sprich  !" 
Ruft  jener  streng  und  fürchterlich. 
"  Wer  hebt  das  Aug'  zu  Kunigonden  ?  " 
"  Nun  ja,  ich  spreche  von  dem  Blonden." 

IX. 

"  Er  ist  nicht  hässlich  von  Gestalt," 
Fährt  er  mit  Arglist  fort, 
Indem's  den  Grafen  heiss  und  kalt 
Durchrieselt  bei  dem  Wort. 
"  Ist's  möglich  Herr  ?  Ihr  saht  es  nie, 
Wie  er  nur  Augen  hat  für  sie  ? 
Bei  Tafel  eurer  selbst  nicht  achtet, 
An  ihrem  Stuhl  gefesselt  schmachtet  ? " 


FRIDOLIN.  11 

VIII. 

"  Yes  ;  and  'tis  what  all  tongues  confess  : 

Dost  thou  not  know  it  true  ? 
But  if  his  guilt  thou  wilt  suppress, 

I  will  conceal  it  too." — 
"  Quick  answer  me,  or  thou  shalt  die  ! 
Who  dares  to  lift  his  heart  so  high  ?" 
His  Lord  in  fearful  fury  utter'd  ; 
"The  fair-hair  d  Page ;"  the  huntsman  mutterd. 


IX. 

"  He  's  not  ill-fa  vour'd  to  behold ;" 

He  thus  pursued  with  art : 
At  every  word,  now  hot,  now  cold 

Became  his  Masters  heart. 
"  Is't  possible  thou  could'st  not  see 
Me  <;azed  on  her  so  doatingly? 
At  meals  thy  orders  litlle  booted, 
To  her  chair  only  was  he  rooted. 
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X. 

"  Seht  da  die  Verse,  die  er  schrieb, 
Und  seine  Glut  gesteht " — 
"  Gesteht !  " — "  Und  sie  um  Gegenlieb', 
Der  freche  Bube  !  fleht. 
Die  gnäd'ge  Gräfin,  sanft  und  weich, 
Aus  Mitleid  wohl  verbarg  sie's  euch, 
Mich  reuet  jetzt,  dass  mir's  entfahren, 
Denn,  Herr,  was  habt  ihr  zu  befahren  ? 

XL 

Da  ritt  in  seines  Zornes  Wut 
Der  Graf  in  s  nahe  Holz, 
Wo  ihm  in  hoher  Oefen  Glut 
Die  Eisenstufe  schmolz. 
Hier  nährten  früh  und  spat  den  Brand 
Die  Knechte  mit  geschäft'ger  Hand, 
Der  Funke  sprüht,  die  Bälge  blasen, 
Als  galt  es  Felsen  zu  verglasen. 
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X. 

„  Mark  here  the  lines  he  dar'd  to  write, 
And  thus  his  flame  confess'd  :" — 

"  Confess'd  !" — "  And  sought  her  to  requite 
The  passion  of  his  breast. 

Thy  Lady,  e'en  to  thee  alone, 

In  pity  would  not  make  it  known  : 

I  now  repent  I  could  reveal  it ; 

But  why  should'st  thou  so  deeply  feel  it?" 

XI. 

Savern  into  the  forest  rode, 

His  fury  brook 'd  no  more  : 
There  in  a  lofty  furnace  glow'd 

The  molten  iron  ore. 
The  vassals,  with  a  busy  hand 
To  feed  the  fire  around  it  stand  : 
Huge  bellows  blowing,  sparks  outflying, 
As  they  the  rocks  were  vitrifying. 
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Des  Wassers  und  des  Feuers  Kraft 
Verbündet  sieht  man  hier, 
Das  Mühlrad  von  der  Flut  gerafft, 
Umwälzt  sich  für  und  für. 
Die  Werke  klappern  Nacht  und  Tag, 
Im  Takte  pocht  der  Hämmer  Schlag, 
Und  bildsam  von  den  mächt'gen  Streichen 
Muss  selbst  das  Eisen  sich  erweichen. 

XIII. 

Und  zweien  Knechten  winket  er, 
Bedeutet  sie  und  sagt : 
"  Den  ersten,  den  ich  sende  her, 
Und  der  euch  also  fragt : 
'  Habt  ihr  befolgt  des  Herren  Wort?' 
Den  werft  mir  in  die  Hölle  dort, 
Dass  er  zu  Asche  gleich  vergehe, 
Und  ihn  mein  Aug  nicht  weiter  sehe." 
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XII. 

The  fire  s  rage,  the  water's  force, 

Were  here  united  found  : 
The  river  in  its  rushing  course 

The  wheels  whirl'd  round  and  round. 
The  engines  rattled  day  and  night, 
The  hammers  beat  with  measured  might ; 
The  stunning  strokes  repeated  often 
Compell'd  the  iron  itself  to  soften. 

XIII. 

He  beckon'd  two  :  when  they  came  near 

He  thus  imposed  their  task  : — 
"  The  first  that  shall  approach  ye  here, 

And  who  shall  also  ask, 
'  Your  Lord's  best  have  ye  follow'd  well  V 
Thrust  him  within  that  burning  hell, 
The  fire,  to  ash  to  burn  him,  double, 
Thai  he  my  sigfal  no  more  may  (rouble  !  " 
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XIV. 

Des  freut  sich  das  entmenschte  Paar 
Mit  roher  Henkerslust, 
Denn  fühllos  wie  das  Eisen  war 
Das  Herz  in  ihrer  Brust. 
Und  frischer  mit  der  Bälge  Hauch 
Erhitzen  sie  des  Ofens  Bauch, 
Und  schicken  sich  mit  Mordverlangen 
Das  Todesopfer  zu  empfangen. 

XV. 

Drauf  Robert  zum  Gesellen  spricht 
Mit  falschem  Heuchelschein  : 
"  Frisch  auf  Gesell  und  säume  nicht, 
Der  Herr  begehret  dein." 
Der  Herr,  der  spricht  zu  Fridolin  : 
"  Musst  gleich  zum  Eisenhammer  bin, 
Und  frage  mir  die  Knechte  dorten, 
Ob  sie  gethan  nach  meinen  Worten  ? " 


FRIDOLIN. 
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XIV. 

With  savage  joy  the  eye-balls  glar'd 

Of  this  inhuman  pair  ; 
Each  heart  within  their  breasts  as  hard 

As  if  it  iron  were. 
They  plied  the  labouring  bellows  fast, 
The  flames  loud  roar'd  at  every  blast: 
Thirsting  for  blood,  as  yet  untasted, 
For  death's  fell  sacrifice  they  hasted. 

XV. 

False  Robert  to  the  Page  then  said 

With  dark  hypocrisy  ; — 
"  Make  speed,  make  speed,  be  not  delay'd, 

My  Lord  hath  need  of  thee." — 
To  Fridolin  his  master  spake  : — 
"  Thy  way  toward  the  Found ery  take, 
And  ask  of  yonder  furnace-warders 
If  they  have  yet  fulfil  I'd  my  orders  .; 
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XVI. 

Und  jener  spricht :  es  soll  gesehen  n, 
Und  macht  sich  flugs  bereit. 
Doch  sinnend  bleibt  er  plötslich  stehn  : 
"  Ob  sie  mir  nichts  gebeut?" 
Und  vor  die  Grafin  stellt  er  sich  : 
"  Hinaus  zum  Hammer  schickt  man  mich, 
So  sag,  was  kann  ich  dir  verrichten  ? 
Denn  dir  gehören  meine  Pflichten." 

XVII. 

Darauf  die  Dame  von  Savern 
Versetst  mit  sanftem  Ton  : 
"  Die  hedge  Messe  hört'  ich  gern, 
Doch  liegt  mir  krank  der  Sohn. 
So  gehe  denn  mein  Kind  und  sprich 
In  Andacht  ein  Gebet  für  mich, 
Und  denkst  du  reuig  deiner  Sünden, 
So  lass  auch  mich  die  Gnade  finden.'* 


XVI. 

The  Page  said  : — "  I  obey  thy  will," 

And  was  prepared  with  speed  ; 
But  thought  while  he  was  pausing  still 

"  Will  nought  my  Lady  need?" 
To  her  he  went  without  delay  : — 
"  Can  I  do  aught  upon  the  way  ? 
My  Lord  to  yonder  wood  has  sent  me, 
But  first  thy  service  should  content  me. 

XVII. 

The  Lady  said  in  gentle  voice  : — 

"  My  son  lies  ill,  alas  ! 
Or  in  the  church  I  should  rejoice 

To  hear  ihe  holy  Mass. 
But  go,  my  Page,  to  Mass,  and  there 
Devoullv  offer  up  thy  prayer  ; 
Repent  thy  sins,  and  when  thou  rt  shriven 
Let  me  too  share  I  he  mercy  <>i\en." 


FRIDOLIN. 


XVIIL 

Und  froh  der  vielwillkommnen  Pflicht, 
Macht  er  im  Flug  sich  auf ; 
Hat  noch  des  Dorfes  Ende  nicht 
Erreicht  im  schnellen  Lauf, 
Da  tönt  ihm  von  dem  Glockenstrang 
Hellschlagend  des  Geläutes  Klang, 
Das  alle  Sünder,  hochbegnadet, 
Zum  Sakramente  festlich  ladet. 

XIX. 

"  Dem  lieben  Go  tie  weich  nicht  aus, 
Find' st  du  ihn  auf  dem  Weg  !" — 
Er  spricht's  und  tritt  ins  Gotteshaus, 
Kein  Laut  ist  hier  noch  reg". 
Denn  um  die  Ernte  war's,  und  heiss 
Im  Felde  glüht'  der  Schnitter  Fleiss, 
Kein  Chorgehilfe  war  erschienen, 
Die  Messe  kundig  zu  bedienen. 
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XVIII. 

With  joy  the  task  he  undertook 

And  started  on  his  road  ; 
And  ere  the  village  he  forsook 

That  led  to  God's  abode, 
He  heard  the  welcome  peal  of  bells 
High  sounding  over  hills  and  dells, 
Which  every  soul  in  sin  benighted 
To  solemn  Sacrament  invited. 

XIX. 

"  If  God  upon  the  way  you  meet, 
Shun  not  so  high  a  grace !" 

He  said,  and  sought  with  reverend  feet 
God's  holy  dwelling-place. 

All  there  was  still  :  the  sun  shone  high 

On  the  hot  reaper  s  industry  ; 

No  choristers  were  met  together 

For  service  in  the  harvest  weather. 
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Entschlossen  ist  er  alsobald, 
Und  macht  den  Sacristan  ; 
"  Das,"  spricht  er,  "  ist  kein  Aufenthalt, 
Was  fördert  himmelan." 
Die  Stola  und  das  Ciriffulum 
Hangt  er  dem  Priester  dienend  um, 
Bereitet  hurtig  die  Gefässe, 
Geheiliget  zum  Dienst  der  Messe. 

XXI. 

Und  als  er  diess  mit  fleiss  gethan, 
Tritt  er  als  Ministrant 
Dem  Priester  zum  Altar  voran, 
Das  Messbuch  in  der  Hand  ; 
Und  knieet  rechts  und  knieet  links, 
Und  ist  gewärtig  jedes  Winks, 
Und  als  des  sanctus  Worte  kamen, 
Da  schellt  er  dreimal  dei  dem  Namen. 
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XX. 

He  soon  resolv'd,  not  unprepard, 

And  Sacristan  became  : 
"  He  who  advances  heavenward 

Is  not  (thought  he)  to  blame." 
The  stole  and  cincture  for  the  waisl 
Upon  the  pious  Priest  he  plac'd  ; 
And  in  due  order  he  proceeded 
To  bring  the  holy  vessels  needed. 

XXI. 

And  when  thus  far  his  task  was  o'er, 

The  mass-book  in  his  hand. 
To  th'  altar  walk'd  he  on  before 

And  took  below  his  stand. 
He  knelt  him  left,  he  knelt  him  right, 
On  every  sign  he  kept  his  sight, 
And  with  the  Sanctus  slow  propounded, 
Al  the  dread  name  his  bell  thrice  sounded. 
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Drauf  als  der  Priester  fromm  sich  neigt 
Und,  zum  Altar  gewandt, 
Den  Gott,  den  gegenwärtigen,  zeigt, 
In  hocherhabner  Hand, 
Da  kündet  es  der  Sacristan 
Mit  hellem  Glöcklein  klingend  an, 
Und  alles  kniet  und  schl  gt  die  Brüste, 
Sich  fromm  bekreuzend  vor  dem  Christe. 

XXIII. 

So  übt  er  jedes  pünktlich  aus, 
Mit  schnell  gewandtem  Sinn, 
Was  Brauch  ist  in  dem  Gotteshaus, 
Er  hat  es  alles  inn, 

Und  wird  nicht  müde  bis  zum  Schluss, 
Biss  beim  vobiscum  dominus 
Der  Priester  zur  Gemein'  sich  wendet, 
Die  heil'ge  Handlung  segnend  endet. 
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And  when  the  holy  Priest  had  bow'd 

With  all  solemnity, 
And  shew'd  the  Host,  the  present  God, 

In  hand  uplifted  high, 
The  Page,  who  knew  his  duty  well, 
Rang  shrill  and  clear  his  little  bell : 
All  beat  their  breasts,  and  kneeling  lowly, 
Cross'd  them  before  the  Saviour  holy, 

XXIII. 

All  was  perform'd  with  punctual  rite, 

And  in  no  part  he  err  d ; 
Whate'er  is  done  before  God's  sight, 

He  knew  it  word  for  word. 
He  nought  omitted  serving  thus 
To  the  Vobiscum  Dominus, 
When  blessing  ail  the  Priest  descended, 
And  thus  the  holy  service  ended. 


FRIDOLIN. 


XXIV. 

Da  stellt  er  jedes  wiederum 
In  Ordnung  säuberlich, 
Erst  reinigt  er  das  Heiligthum, 
Und  dann  entfernt  er  sich, 
Und  eilt  in  des  Gewissens  Ruh 
Den  Eisenhütten  heiter  zu, 
Spricht  unterwegs,  die  Zahl  zu  füllen, 
Zwölf  Paternoster  noch  im  Stillen. 

XXV. 

Und  als  er  rauchen  sieht  den  Schlot, 
Und  sieht  die  Knechte  stehn, 
Da  ruft  er  :  Was  der  Graf  gebot, 
Ihr  Knechte,  ist's  geschehn  ? 
Und  grinzend  zerren  sie  den  Mund, 
Und  deuten  in  des  Ofens  Schlund : 
"  Der  ist  besorgt  und  aufgehoben, 
Der  Graf  wird  seine  Diener  loben." 
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Last  put  he  all  things  careful  by 

In  orderly  array ; 
And,  having  cleans'd  the  Sanctuary, 

He  went  upon  his  way. 
With  conscience  clear  and  satisfied, 
To  the  dark  forest  near  he  hied  : 
Twelve  paternosters  he  repeated, 
And  silently  the  whole  completed. 

XXV. 

And  when  he  saw  the  furnace-smoke, 

The  warders  grim  at  hand, 
"  Have  ye  (his  master's  words  he  spoke) 

Fulfill'd  your  Lord's  command?" — 
Willi  hideous  and  exulting  grin 
They  cried,  "  He's  safe  enough  within !" 
And  pointing  mid  the  fiercest  blazes, 
"  Our  Lord  will  give  bis  servants  praises. 
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Die  Antwort  bringt  er  seinem  Herrn 
In  schnellem  Lauf  zurück. 
Als  der  ihn  kommen  sieht  von  fern, 
Kaum  traut  er  seinem  Blick  : 
Unglücklicher  !  wo  kommst  du  her  ? 
"  Vom  Eisenhammer." — Nimmermehr  ! 
So  hast  du  dich  im  Lauf  verspätet  ? 
"  Herr,  nur  so  lang,  bis  ich  gebetet." 

XXVII. 

"  Denn  als  von  eurem  Angesicht 
Ich  heute  ging,  verzeiht ! 
Da  fragt'  ich  erst,  nach  meiner  Pflicht, 
Bei  der,  die  mir  gebeut. 
Die  Messe,  Herr,  befahl  sie  mir 
Zu  hören ;  gern  gehorcht*  ich  ihr, 
Und  sprach  der  Rosenkränze  viere 
Für  euer  Heil  und  für  das  ihre. 
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Back  to  Savern  this  answer  brought 

The  Page  with  speedy  flight : 
When  his  Lord  saw  him,  as  he  thought, 

He  scarce  could  trust  his  sight. 
"  Unhappy  wretch !  whence  coni'stthou — tell  T 
"  From  yonder  wood." — "  Impossible  ! 
What  then  upon  the  way  delay'd  thee?" — 
"  Only  my  prayers  : — I  then  obey'd  thee." 

XXVII. 

"  When  from  thy  sight  I  went  this  day, 

Forgive  me  that  i  err, 
I  ask'd  the  Lady  I  obey 

Could  I  do  aught  for  her  ? 
She  order'd  me  the  Mass  to  hear ; 
And  glad  I  was,  my  Lord,  for  there 
1  spoke  four  rosaries,  each  disaster 
To  ward  from  her  and  thee,  my  Master." 
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In  tiefes  Staunen  sinket  hier 
Der  Graf,  entsetzet  sich. 
Und  welche  Antwort  wurde  dir 
Am  Eisenhammer  ?  Sprich  ! 
"  Herr,  dunkel  war  der  Rede  Sinn, 
Zum  Ofen  wies  man  lachend  hin  : 
Der  ist  besorgt  und  aufgehoben, 
Der  Graf  wird  seine  Diener  loben." 

XXIX. 

Und  Robert  ?  fällt  der  Graf  ihm  ein, 
Es  überläuft  ihn  kalt, 
Sollt'  er  dir  nicht  begegnet  seyn, 
Ich  sandt  ihn  doch  zum  Wald? 
"  Herr,  nicht  im  Wald,  nicht  in  der  Flur 
Fand  ich  von  Robert  eine  Spur  " — 
Nun,  ruft  der  Graf  und  steht  vernichtet, 
Gott  selbst  im  Himmel  hat  gerichtet ! 
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XXVIII. 

Savern  in  deep  astonishment 

Could  scarce  the  rest  enquire  : — 

"  Tell  me  (he  cried)  the  message  sent 
Back  from  that  place  of  fire  ? " 

"The  meaning  s  dark  (said  Fridolin)  ; 

They  told  me  '  He  is  safe  within  ! ' 

And  laughing  pointed  'mid  the  blazes, 

'  Our  Lord  will  give  his  servants  praises/" 

XXIX. 

"  And,  Robert  ? "  ask'd  his  Lord  again, 

While  cold  ran  back  his  blood ; 
"  Did  you  not  meet  him  on  the  plain? 

I  sent  him  to  the  wood." 
"  I  met  him  not ;  in  wood  or  lea 
No  trace  of  Robert  could  I  see." 
"'Tis  judg'd  by  God  himself!"  in  wonder 
Exclaim'd  Savern  as  struck  by  thunder. 
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Und  gütig,  wie  er  nie  gepflegt, 
Nimmt  er  des  Dieners  Hand, 
Bringt  ihn  der  Gattin,  tiefbewegt, 
Die  nichts  davon  verstand. 
Diess  Kind,  kein  Engel  ist  so  rein, 
Lasst's  eurer  Huld  empfohlen  seyn, 
Wie  schlimm  wir  auch  berathen  waren, 
Mit  dem  ist  Gott  und  seine  Schaaren. 
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Then,  as  he  was  not  wont  whilere, 

His  Servant's  hand  he  took, 
And  led  him  to  his  Lady  near  ; 

Unconscious  was  her  look  : 
"  This  boy  is  more  than  Angel  pure  ; 
To  him  let  me  thy  grace  ensure  : 
To  harm  him  were  a  vain  endeavour 
God  and  his  host  protect  him  ever  !  " 
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The  name  of  Morris  Retsch  is  well  known  in  this  country 
from  his  spirited  Outlines  to  Goethe's  Faustus  :  perhaps  it  is  not 
too  much  to  say,  that  to  the  celebrity  that  dramatic  poem  thus 
acquired  in  Great  Britain,  we  are  very  mainly  indebted  for  the 
translation  recently  published  by  Lord  F.  L.  Gower. 

The  eight  accompanying  etchings  by  the  same  artist  have 
been  very  lately  printed  in  Germany,  and  though  so  wide  a 
field  was  not  here  open  to  his  fancy  and  ingenuity,  Mr.  Retsch 
has  had  an  opportunity  of  displaying  some  qualifications,  for 
which  credit  might  not  previously  have  been  given  him ;  while 
the  whole  series  maintains  the  reputation  he  has  already  ac- 
quired in  this  department. 

It  has  been  said  of  the  Outlines  to  Faustus,  upon  the  autho- 
rity we  believe  of  one  of  the  first  sculptors  in  Europe,  and  who 
has  himself  published  etchings  of  the  same  class,  (though  not 
perhaps  of  the  same  kind,)  that  the  German  artist  left  too  little 
to  the  imagination — that  he  filled  up  too  many  of  the  details,  and 
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carefully  introduced  at  least  every  thing  mentioned  or  hinted 
at  by  the  poet.  This  remark  is  true ;  but  that  he  has  been 
wrong  in  being  so  minute,  is  still  a  question.  A  work  of  art 
must  be  tried,  independent  of  general  principles,  by  the  object 
the  artist  has  in  view,  and  the  rules  he  lays  down  to  himself; 
and  if  the  purpose  of  Mr.  Retsch  were  to  display  the  fertility 
of  his  own  imagination,  and  not  give  so  much  room  for  the 
exercise  of  the  same  powers  by  those  who  contemplate  his  de- 
signs, we  may  complain  that  he  has  acted  upon  a  mistaken 
system,  but  we  must  decide  upon  the  merits  of  his  performances 
with  a  due  regard  to  what  he  intended  to  accomplish.  In  the 
course  he  has  pursued  it  is  obvious  that  Mr.  Retsch  runs  ad- 
ditional hazard. 

The  subjects  of  these  eight  new  Outlines  are  taken  from  a 
celebrated  ballad  by  Schiller,  called  "  Fridolin,  or  the  Road  to 
the  Iron-foundery ;"  and  on  their  appearance  in  Germany  they 
were  accompanied  by  critical  descriptions  from  the  pen  of  Mr. 
C.  A.  Boettiger.  The  poem  itself  is  one  of  the  most  popular 
of  the  author's  productions  in  this  kind ;  and  besides  the  striking 
contrasts  afforded  by  its  various  parts,  it  is  remarkable  for  the 
extremely  artful  manner  in  which  the  story  is  told,  by  which 
the  strong  interest  arising  from  uncertainty  is  kept  up  to  the 
very  last  stanza.  Mr.  Retsch  has  unavoidably  followed  a  some- 
what different  course  in  his  succession  of  plates ;  the  artist 
could  not  tell  the  story  in  precisely  the  same  order  as  the  poet. 

It  appears  that  Mr.  Retsch  is  engaged  on  a  series  of  pro- 
ductions of  the  same  sort  from  the  various  ballads  of  Schiller, 
and  the  eight  etchings  now  before  us  may  be  looked  upon  as  a 
specimen  of  what  is  to  be  expected  from  his  pencil  hereafter. 
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Not  long  subsequent  to  the  first  publication  of  "  Fridolin," 
it  became  so  great  a  favourite  throughout  Germany,  that  it  was 
converted  into  a  five-act  play  by  Holbein,  the  director  of  the 
theatre  at  Prague ;  and  during  the  fifteen  years  that  followed, 
it  was  represented  on  most  of  the  continental  stages  with  great 
success,  other  authors  making  use  of  the  same  story.  It  was 
also  set  to  music  by  C.  F.  Weber,  master  of  the  chapel  at 
Berlin,  and  in  this  shape  it  was  extremely  popular.  Mr. 
Boettiger  informs  us  that  the  origin  of  the  story  is  an  Alsatian 
tradition,  which  Schiller  learnt  when  at  Manheim.  The  proba- 
ble adherence  to  this  Volkssage,  as  far  as  was  at  all  convenient, 
will  account  for  the  mode  in  which  the  author  has  treated 
some  incidents.  We  know  of  no  similar  narrative  or  ballad  in 
English. 

The  First  Plate  introduces,  as  it  were,  all  the  characters  of 
the  drama,  with  the  exception  of  the  men  of  the  Foundery,  who 
could  not  be  brought  forward  here. — In  the  fore-ground  are  the 
Lady  of  Savern  and  the  pious  page,  kissing  her  hand  as  the 
reward  of  the  fulfilment  of  that  duty  he  thought  he  never  could 
sufficiently  discharge  :  the  delicate  manner  in  which  he  merely 
touches,  not  clasps,  the  hand  of  his  mistress,  ought  not  to  be 
overlooked  as  indicating  the  purity  of  his  thoughts  towards 
her.  Robert,  the  huntsman,  is  seen  descending  the  steps,  watch- 
ing this  innocent  mark  of  approbation  ;  envy  and  malice  rankle 
in  his  breast,  and  he  determines,  if  possible,  to  ruin  the  Lady 
and  her  page.  This  resolution  is  displayed  by  the  clenching  of 
his  right  hand,  while  the  knawihg  of  the  fore-finger  of  his  left 
shews  the  uneasiness  of  Iiis  bosom.  Spenser,  speaking  of 
envy,  which  he  there  calls  jealousy,  says  : — 
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"  But  gnawing  Jealousy  out  of  their  sight, 
Sitting  alone,  his  bitter  lips  did  bite." 

(F.  Q.  II.  7.  22.) 

And  though  Retsch,  in  these  mere  Outlines,  could  not  pourtray 
this  minuter  action,  yet  what  he  has  represented  is  perfectly 
true  to  nature.  The  effect  of  all  corrosive  poisons  is  to  pro- 
duce a  desire  to  gnaw ;  and  in  morals,  as  in  physics,  a  similar 
inclination  seems  to  be  occasioned.  In  the  half-distance  is  the 
nurse  with  the  young  heir  upon  her  knees,  directing  his  atten- 
tion, through  a  window,  to  what  is  passing  before  his  father  in 
the  court-yard  below.  The  Lord  of  Savern,  at  the  foot  of  a 
massive  tower,  is  inspecting  a  horse ;  and  there  is  great  appro- 
priateness in  this  occupation,  not  merely  on  account  of  the  chi- 
valrous manners  of  the  age,  but  because  the  course  of  events 
requires  that  he  should  be  preparing  for  the  chase. 

The  action  of  the  poem  may  be  said  to  begin  in  the  Second 
Outline,  where  the  Lord  of  Savern  has  just  alighted  on  his  re- 
turn from  hunting,  and  Robert,  standing  half  behind  and  half  on 
one  side,  is  "  sowing  the  seeds  of  suspicion  in  his  bosom,"  and 
pointing  to  the  battlements,  whereon  are  seen  the  Lady  with 
her  child  in  her  arms,  followed  by  Fridolin.  This  is  a  point  of 
confirmation  not  touched  in  the  ballad.  The  scene  lies  in  what, 
in  Castellan  architecture,  is  called  the  outer-bailey,  where  all  is 
bustle  and  business.  The  Lord's  horse  is  in  the  act  of  being 
led  away,  and  the  groom  carries  the  falcon  on  his  fist.  Further 
back  are  other  attendants  with  cross-bows,  and  with  their  horses 
laden  with  the  spoils  of  the  day.  The  wearied  dogs  fill  up 
various  parts  of  the  picture. 

The  Third  Etching  is  the  exterior  of  the  Iron-foundery,  to 
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which  the  Lord  of  Savern  had  ridden  through  the  forest  in 
order  to  prepare  his  vengeance.  His  noble  steed  seems 
alarmed  at  the  fearful  appearance  of  the  two  men 

"  Of  grisly  hue  and  foul  ill-favour'd  sight." 

Mr.  Retsch  excels  in  his  delineations  of  horses,  and 
that  in  this  plate  is  a  fine  specimen  of  his  skill :  "his  neck  is 
clothed  with  thunder,"  and  "  the  glory  of  his  nostrils  is  ter- 
rible." This  noble  animal  embodies  Shakspeare's  celebrated 
description  in  "  Venus  and  Adonis  :  "— 

"  Look  when  a  painter  would  surpass  the  life 
In  limning  out  a  well  proportion'd  steed;"  &c. 

or  that  less  known,  but  remarkably  similar,  by  Pulci,  in  canto 
XV.  of  his  Morgante  Maggiore : — 

Piccola  testa,  e  in  bocca  molto  fesso, 
Ln  occhio  vivo,  una  rosetta  in  fronte; 
Larghe  le  nari,  tifc. 

The  figures  of  the  two  warders  of  the  Furnace  are  highly 
characteristic  :  they  look  most  odiously  unfeeling  and  brutal. 

The  group  of  the  mother,  the  child,  and  the  attendant,  in 
the  Fourth  of  this  Series  is  extremely  beautiful ;  and  those  who 
are  accustomed  to  observe  such  matters  (and  who  that  at  all 
understands  paintings  is  not?)  will  remark  the  skill,  taste,  and 
truth  with  which  the  drapery  is  managed ;  to  say  nothing  of 
the  maternal  anxiety  oil  the  delicate  features  of  the  Lady,  and 
the  lender  assiduity  on  those  of  the  nurse.  Inferior  as  modern 
artists  generally  are  to  their  predecessors  both  of  Italy  and 
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Flanders,  in  most  respects,  there  is  perhaps  nothing  in  which 
their  inferiority  is  more  obvious,  than  in  the  delineation  and 
disposition  of  drapery;  and  for  this  plain  reason,  that  the 
painters  of  our  own  day  too  seldom  draw  from  the  actual  ob- 
jects. The  plate  under  consideration  clearly  tells  its  own  story. 
The  sick  child,  as  Mr.  Boettiger  observes,  has  been  brought 
out  into  the  gallery  for  the  benefit  of  the  sun  and  air.  We 
cannot  agree  in  his  observation  upon  the  star  at  the  end  of  the 
cradle  :  if  Mr.  Retsch  meant  it  for  a  pentagram,  the  sign  of  the 
Pythagorian  Hygeia,  he  has  injudiciously  mixed  Pagan  and 
Christian  ornaments,  for  the  cross  is  also  to  be  found  in  the 
same  place.  It  is  probably  merely  a  fanciful  notion  on  the 
part  of  the  critic  ;  for  we  see  no  appropriateness  in  fixing  a 
Pagan  emblem  denoting  health  upon  the  sick  cradle  of  a 
pious  Catholic.  In  the  distance  is  the  chapel  where  the  page 
was  desired  to  offer  up  his  prayers,  and  further  still  the  artist 
has  shewn  with  great  judgment  the  smoke  of  the  foundery 
rising  above  the  forest. 

The  time  chosen  in  the  Fifth  Plate  is  when  the  priest  is 
elevating  the  Host  in  sight  of  the  kneeling  congregation,  the 
page  attending  with  his  mass-book  and  little  bell  as  sacristan  ; 
an  office  usually  filled  by  one  of  the  choristers.  As  it  was 
harvest- time,  when  even  the  choristers  were  absent  from  their 
sacred  duty,  taking  advantage  of  the  season,  it  will  be  observed 
that  the  persons  assembled  are  only  the  sick  and  lame,  or 
women  and  little  children  incapable  of  work. 

The  Sixth  Outline,  in  its  kind,  is  a  very  striking  and  masterly 
performance  :  unlike  those  that  precede  and  those  that  follow, 
it  has  nothing  tender,  nothing  touching,  nothing  graceful  about 
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it ;  all  is  terror,  unmixed  even  with  pity.  Mr.  Retsch  has  here 
displayed  the  variety  of  his  powers,  and  the  force  with  which  he 
can  pourtray  the  fiercer  passions,  and  the  human  frame  in  a 
taste  of  the  utmost  exertion.  The  two  men  who  received  the 
order  from  their  Lord  are  here  thrusting  the  huntsman  Robert 
into  the  furnace.  We  may  perhaps  be  hypercritical,  but  it 
seems  to  us  that  the  lower  part  of  the  figure  of  the  huntsman  is 
deficient  in  energy ;  he  is  making  no  use  of  his  legs  in  the  life- 
struggle  with  his  antagonists,  though  their  iron  grasp  would 
certainly  be  sufficient  to  prevent  his  moving  them  with  any 
effect. 

The  next  Plate,  the  Seventh,  is  immediately  connected  with 
the  last ;  the  principal  characters  introduced  are  the  two 
warders  of  the  Furnace  and  the  page,  who,  reaching  the 
Foundery  late,  unsuspectingly  enquires  whether  the  orders  of 
the  Lord  of  Savern  had  been  executed.  The  reply  was  of 
course  unintelligible  to  Fridolin,  who  knew  nothing  of  the 
nature  of  the  command  they  had  received.  It  appears  that 
just  before  he  enters  they  were  about  to  throw  a  quantity  of 
fresh  ore  into  the  furnace ;  and  some  may  regret  that  this  ope- 
ration had  not  been  completed ;  for  then  the  yet  unconsumed 
foot  of  the  huntsman  would  not  have  been  visible  :  it  does 
not  add  to  the  general  effect,  and  might  have  been  seen  by  the 
page,  whereby  a  portion  of  the  beauty  of  the  story  would  have 
been  destroyed,  as  it  must  have  given  Fridolin  a  knowledge 
of  the  guilt  of  his  master. 

We  are  now  arrived  at  the  conclusion  of  the  ballad  or  ro- 
mance.   Between  the  seventh  and  the  eighth  etching  the  whole 
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mystery  has  been  explained ;  though  the  Lady  and  her  Page 
are  in  the  dark  as  to  what  had  so  deeply  moved  the  Lord  of 
Savern.  The  three  figures  form  an  interesting  and  a  singularly 
graceful  group.  The  Lord  may  by  this  time  be  supposed  to 
have  subdued  in  a  great  degree  the  feelings  that  had  agitated 
him  at  the  first  sight  of  Fridolin,  whom  he  had  sent  to  the 
Foundery,  designing  that  he  should  never  return.  Too  much 
praise  cannot  be  given  to  the  expression  of  the  features  of 
Fridolin : — 

Quasi  dicesse,  "  lo  ti  disubbidie  ; " 

as  Pulci  says,  speaking  of  Adam's  repentant  look  at  his  Creator, 
(C.  xviii,  st.  80.)  Having  asked  forgiveness  of  his  master 
for  not  going  directly  to  the  Foundery,  he  appeals  to  his 
mistress  for  some  justification  in  attending  Mass.  The  figures 
of  the  mother  and  child  are  not  the  least  attractive. 

As  we  have  not  seen  any  original  on  which  Schiller  modelled 
his  production,  though  confessedly  a  traditional  story,  we  do 
not  know  how  far  he  has  adopted  the  names  which  the  Volks- 
sage  supplied,  or  has  introduced  others  of  his  own  choice. 
We  take  it  for  granted  that  the  title  of  the  Lord  of  Savern  has 
been  preserved  by  him  ;  but  whether  his  Lady  was  called  Cuni- 
gunda,  may  be  questionable.  That  it  was  by  no  means  uncom- 
mon in  those  times,  there  is  abundant  proof ;  but  we  wish,  for 
the  sake  of  English  ears  principally,  that  he  had  altered  it  or 
not  selected  it.  Voltaire's  "  Candide"  may  not  be  as  popular  in 
Germany  as  in  Great  Britain,  but  that  novel  will  always  have 
the  effect  among  us  of  connecting  ludicrous  associations  with 
the  appellation  given  to  the  Lady  of  Savern.    It  is  to  be  re- 
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marked,  that  Schiller  only  introduces  it  once  ;  and  as  it  was  not 
at  all  necessary  to  the  clear  understanding  of  the  narrative,  in 
our  translation  we  have  taken  the  liberty  of  omitting  it  en- 
tirely.* With  regard  to  that  translation,  the  author  of  it  has 
only  to  observe,  that  he  has  endeavoured  to  make  it  as  like  the 
original  as  possible,  both  in  the  measure  and  the  manner. 

Mr.  Boettiger  winds  up  his  critical  remarks  upon  this  new 
effort  of  Mr.  Retsch  by  some  historical  facts  and  observations 
on  ballads  and  romances.  Many,  if  not  most  of  these,  are  drawn 
from  Percy's  Relics  and  Sir  Walter  Scott's  Minstrelsy ;  so  that 
the  reader  in  this  country  would  be  furnished  with  very  little 
that  is  new,  were  we  to  translate  them. 

*  Yet  he  seems  to  have  had  a  partiality  for  the  name,  as  it  is  borne  by  his 
heroine  in  the  ballad  of  Der  Handschuh. 
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